
The Tragedy* 

Tor. Ycumeane to beareme ,not to beare with aaes- 
Vnckle, my brother raockes both you and rae, 

Bccaufe that I am little like ao Ape, 

He thinkes that you Ihould bearc me on your Ihoulders 
Buck: With what a lharpe prouided wit he reafons, 
Tomittigatethe fcornc hegiueshis Vnckle: 


He pretcly and aptly taunts himfclfe, 

So cunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

G/o. My Los wilt plcafo you pafle along. 

My felfc and my good Coofen Buckingham* 

Will to your mother, to entreatc of her. 

To mcete you atthc tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you go vnto the tower my Lo? 
Prin. My Lo: protcflor needes will haue it fo. * 
Tor. 1 lhall not fleepe in quiet at the tower. 

Glo, Why, what (hould you fear e? 

Tor. Mary my Vnckle Clarence angry ghoft: 
My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Tri. I feare no Vnckle* dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc.I hope. 

Tri And it they liucJ hope I neede notfeare: 


But come my Lo: with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, go I vnto the tower. 

Exeunt Trin.Tor. Hafl.Dorf.manet 3{ich. Buck. 
Buc. Thinkc you my Lo: this little prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfcd by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly? 

g/o. No doubr,no doubt. Oh tisa perillous boy, 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is ail the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well, let them reft: Come hither Catesby, 
Thou artfwornc as deepely to effett what we intend, 

As clofely toconcealc what we impart. 

T hou knowc ft our reafons vrgde vpon the way; 
Whatthinkcft thou? is it notan eafic matter 
To make WilliamLo: Haftings ofouriurade. 

For the inftalemcnt of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royall of this famous He? 
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ef Richard the third. 

r Caitf. He for his fathers lake fo I®ues the Prince, 

That he will not bewonne to ought againft him. 

Buck. What thinkeft thou then ofStanley what will he’ 
Cat. He will dee all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck: Well then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftings, ho w he Hands affefted 
Vnto our pur pole, if he be willing, 

Encourage him, and Ihcwhim all oar reafons; 

Ifhc be leaden, icie, cold, vnwilling., 

Be thoufo too : andfo breake off your Calke, 

And giuc vs notice of his inclination: 

For we tomorrow hold deuidcdcounfels. 

Wherein thy felfelhalt highly be eroploied. 

Glo. Commend me to Lo: William, tell him Catesby, 
His auncicnt knot of dangerous aducrlaries 
T o morrow arc Ie t bloud at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend forioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue Miftrefle Shore one gentlektffc the more. 

Buck, Good Catesby effeft this bufines foundly. 

C f ' ’ JJy S°°d Lo: both, with all the heede I may. 

°d, ' n ”' a ''? a 

G/o. At Crosby place there lhall you finde vs both. 

... ow Jjy Lot what lhall wc doe, if we perceiuc 

W.1 .am Lo: Haftings will notyeeld to our complots? 

Glo Chop of his head man, fome what we will doe, 

And looke when Iain King, chime. thou of me 
The Earlcdome of Hereford and the moueables, 

Whereof the King my brother flood poffeft. 

G/o a 6 C iT m f that f rom ' rcat y° ur Graces hands. 

Come lefvt fi,n° kC u° ha “ C ’7 ecldcd Wlth ad vvillingnes: 
W? m C et ; ,fU n PpC bctimcs » that afterwards 
^ C ma y our complots in fome forme. Exeunt . 

w , r , xruT * Me fl en £ er * 9 L »- Hajlingt. 

W What ho my Lord. 4 

S? Whoknockesatthcdore. 

Amcfren S«fronuheLo:Stan!ey. Enter LJBaft- 
F 3 ■ Haft . 


0 





250 260 270 280 




290 



